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"Very well," replied the engineer. "But we must see
our way. Neb, go and cut some resinous branches."
Neb and Herbert ran to the edge of the lake, shaded
with pines and other green trees, and soon returned with
some branches, which they made into torches. The torches
were lighted with flint and steel, and Cyrus Harding
leading, the settlers ventured into the dark passage, which
the overplus of the lake had formerly filled.
Contrary to what might have been supposed, the dia-
meter of the passage increased as the explorers proceeded,
so that they very soon were able to stand upright   The
granite, worn by the water for an infinite time, was very
slippery, and falls were to be dreaded.    But the settlers
were all attached to each other by a cord, as is frequently
done in ascending mountains.    Happily some projections
of the granite, forming regular steps, made the descent
less perilous.   Drops, still hanging from the rocks, shone
here and there under the light of the torches, and the
explorers guessed that the sides were clothed with innu-
merable stalactites.   The engineer examined this black
granite.   There was not a stratum, not a break in it   The
mass was compact, and of an extremely close grain.   The
passage dated, then, from the very origin of the island
It was not the water which little by little had hollowed it
Pluto and not Neptune had bored it with his own hand,
and on the wall traces of an eruptive work could be dis-